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jpleafant Comedie,of 

And fwearc to mend her fluttifli hufwiferie. 

Fat. I warrantyoul will performe your will. 
H*. Whereis Pead? go you & fee where Brokers 
And Foxe-eyed Seriants with their mafe, (deep, 
- Goe laie the Pro&ors in theftreet. 

And pinch the lowfie Seriants face: 

Sparc none ofthefe when they area bed, 

Butfuch whole nofe lookes plewand red. 

Slide. Away begon,his mind fulfill, 

And looke that none of you Hand Hill. 

Some do that thing,lbmedothis, 

AU do lomething, none amis. 

Hir Hu. I fmell a man of middle earths 
iW« Godbleffeme from that wealch Fame* ; 

Looke euery one about this round. 

And if that any here be found. 

For his preemption in this place. 

Spare neither legge,arme,head, nor face. 

Sir Hu. Seelhauelpiedonebygoodluck, 

His bodie man, his head a buck. 

F al. God fend me g®od fortune now, and I care 
SlgjC' Go ftrair,and do as I commaund, (not, . 

And take a Taper in your hand. 

And let it to his fingers endes, , 

^ And ifyou lee it him offends, 

Andthatheftartethat the flame, 

Then is he mortall, know his name: 

_ If with an F. it doth begin, 

Why then belhure he is full of fin, 

About.it then, and know the truth, 

Ofthislkne metamorphiled youth j. 
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william Shakespeare Merry Wives of Windsor (stc 22299) 


v' ' the mrry 'toiues ofibmdfor. 

Sir Hu. It isright indeed, he is full of lecheries 
and iniquitic. ~ 

Slide. A little diftant from him Hand* 

And euery one take hand in handy 
And compaffe him within a ring, 
lirft pinch him well, andafterfing. 

Here they finch him, andfing about him, & the Hoc- 
'tor comes one way (fjtealesawaya boy inred. And 
Slender another way he takes a boyingreene : And 
• Fenton flealesmifieris Anne, being in white i And 
4 noyfi of hunting is made within : and all the F Ai- 
ries runne away . Faljlajfe pulles of his bucks head, 
and rifts vp. AndentersM. Page, M. Ford, and 
their wiues, y[.Sb allow,Sir Hugh, 

W-. V ■ 

r Fal. tfflrmhe hunter quoth you : am laghoft? 
Sblood the Fairies hath made a ghoft of me : 

What huntingatthis timeat night ? 

He lay my life the mad Prince of Wales 
Is Healing his fathers Deare. How now whohaue 
we here, what is all Windfor ftirring.Are you there?; 
Shal. Godfaueyoufir lohn Faljlajfe. 

Sir Hu. God pWe you (ir/oh»,God pleffeyou. 
Fa. Why how now fir what a pair ofhorns-. 
in your hand t 

Ford. Thofe homes he ment to place vpon my 
And M. Brooke and he Ihould be the men : (head. 

Why how now fir lohn, why are yoiuhusamazedf: 
We know the Fairies man that pinchedy ou fo, 
lour throwing in the Thames, your beating well, 

• ~ G. 3, And; 






